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CHAPTER ONE. 


ARRY SCOTT emerged from the room fully dressed 

and wide awake. He descended the stairs two steps 

at a time. It wasn’t often that the boys put themselves 
out to call on him in a body. He was not popular among 
them, and he knew it. His peevish, fretful ways did not 
make for friendship outside of his home. He was often left 
out of the boys’ plans, and this neglect seemed to irritate his 
already uneven disposition. 

“Hello, Harry!” exclaimed Rob Redford when the excited 
boy burst into the front room. ‘“ What're you doing in bed 
such a fine morning? You’ve kept us waiting half an hour.” 

“T didn’t know you were here,” replied Harry. “I was up 
late last night, and—” 

“TLate’s the right word,” interrupted Billy Ames. “ You’re 
always late, Harry. It’s your middle name.” 

Harry frowned and turned angrily upon the speaker, but 
Rob nipped his retort. 

“TLet’s get down to business,” he said, “and cut out talk. 
Harry’s here now, and we can get through with it in five 
minutes.” 

The others nodded, and let Rob explain the reason for their 
early morning call. 

“We've organized a Pioneers Club, Harry,” he continued, 
“and we want you to join.” 
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“What's that?” was the eager query. “Is it a baseball club 
or—or—” 

“No, a Sunday-school class. We organized it last Sunday 
and elected officers. I’m president, Billy’s secretary, and Bert 
is treasurer.” 

Harry’s face fell, and the eagerness that had flared up an 
instant before subsided. 

“A Sunday-school class!” he ejaculated a little scornfully. 
“ Why—why—,” stammering in disappointment, “I don’t 
know whether I want to join it or not.” 

“Oh, yes you do,” interrupted Bob, smiling pleasantly. 
“ All the boys have joined, and you don’t want to be out of it. 
We're planning a lot of good times together: hikes, entertain- 
ments, and a lot of things. We'll have no end of fun when we 
get started.” 

Harry cast an inquiring glance from one to another. 
“You’ve elected officers?” he asked, frowning. 

“Yes,” explained Rob, “Mr. Richards wanted us to or: 
ganize right away, and as you weren’t there we elected those 
present.” 

Among Harry’s other defects was an exaggerated idea of 
his importance, which, coupled with selfishness and jealousy, 
cften defeated his very natural ambitions. Just now one 
reason for his hesitation was apparent to the boys. Billy 
Ames saw it, and grinned. 

“Oh, I might join if you want me,” said Harry. 

“Sure, we want you,” drawled Billy. 

“Of course we do,” added Rob quickly to prevent any fur- 
ther words. “ We'll have good times together, but it won’t 
be all play. We've got work cut out for ourselves. For 
one thing, we want to break down the ill-feeling between the 
town boys and those from the Hollow.” 

“You're not going to take in any of the Hollow boys, are 
you?” demanded Harry quickly. 

“No, for our class is large enough now. But we want to 
get them interested in the Sunday-school. They have none 
down in the Hollow, and if we could get them interested they 
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might organize a class of their own. Then,” smiling, “we 
could compete with them in a lot of things: baseball, hiking, 
basket ball, and swimming.” 

“T don’t want to play against any of those ragamuffins from 
the Hollow!” interrupted Harry. “I won’t have anything to 
do with them.” 

“T understand how you feel. We all felt that way at first. 
Those fellows are not exactly angels or cherubs. But then 
neither are the town boys. I guess we’ve done our share of 
throwing stones, calling names, and fighting. But we’re old 
enough now to see that such acts do not pay. We're going 
to try to make friends with the Hollow boys.” 

“They’d cheat and break up any game we played with 
them,” protested Harry. “I wouldn’t trust them.” 

“We'll teach them by example that cheating doesn’t pay,” 
smiled Rob. Then turning to a paper he held in his hands, he 
added: “ Well, we’re glad you’re with us, Harry. I'll put your 
name down. One of our pledges is that we'll try to win the 
friendship of every boy from the Hollow we meet.” 

Harry watched him write down his name on the slip of 
paper, without any enthusiasm. 

Once outside of the house, and at a safe distance, Billy 
Ames gave full expression to his feelings. ‘ What a cad he is, 
fellows!” he said in disgust. “I felt more like trouncing him 
than asking him to join.” 

“He wanted to be president, too,’ laughed Bert. ‘“ You 
could see that with half an eye.” 

“The little snip!” growled Billy. 

“Hold on, Billy!” interrupted Rob. “One of our pledges 
was that we’d try to make friends of the Hollow gang, and 
another was that we'd try to reform Harry and make a decent 
chap of him.” 

“Can’t be done!” 

“Tt looks hopeless, but Rob’s right. We got to have a try 
at: it.” 

Meanwhile, the subject of their conversation had finished 
his breakfast and strolled out into the bright sunshine. It 


“Look out!’’ cried the boy in the tree. ‘‘ You nearly hit me.” 
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was a beautiful morning, and boylike, Harry’s footsteps 
turned in the direction of the woods that skirted the lower 
end of the town. 

It was unfortunate for him, and for the future success of 
the Pioneers, that Brick Gibson, so called in the town and 
Hollow because of his fiery red hair, should have beea 
perched on the highest limb of a tall oak tree just as Harry 
entered the woods. Brick was a year or two younger than 
Harry, but he made up in muscle and agility what he lacked 
in years. 

He was, what they termed in the Hollow, “some scrapper,” 
and Brick tried not to disappoint his friends whenever the op- 
portunity presented itself. An old grudge had existed between 
the two boys since the day Brick had thrown some mud on 
Harry’s new clothes out of pure mischief. 

Harry was no fighter, partly because he hadn’t much faith 
in his pugilistic ability, and partly through a natural distaste 
for pain or dirt. But he was not averse to getting even with 
his enemy when there was no danger of punishment. The 
sight of Brick far up the tree brought a flash of delight into 
his eyes. Forgetting everything, except a desire to pay for 
the old insult, he picked up a handful of stones and began 
throwing them at the boy in the tree. 

The first stone went wild and merely startled Brick. The 
second came so close to him that he jumped and shouted, 
“Quit that down there!” Then catching sight of Harry, he 
added, “ You little town dude, I’ll punch you if you don’t 
stop!” 

“ All right!” Harry shouted back. “Punch away! Here’s 
where I get even with you!” He balanced a stone carefully, 
took good aim, and threw. The missile hit the branch on 
which Brick was standing. 

“Look out!” cried the boy in the tree. “You nearly hit 
me! If you throw another one, [ll come down there and 
thresh you.” 

“Come ahead! The nearer you come, the better the target. 
Take that!” 
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Again a stone whizzed through the branches close to Brick’s 
legs. He stepped back quickly. Harry saw his opportunity. 
“That’s it,’ he laughed. “Dance for me! Dance now!” 
He began throwing the stones so rapidly that Brick had to 
hop lively to avoid getting hit. Harry was directing the 
stones at his feet and legs, and Brick had no time to descend. 
“Dance! Dance!” shouted Harry, enjoying the sport. 

Brick raved and threatened, but had no choice but to com- 
ply. Then suddenly one of the stones hit the trunk of the 
tree, glanced off, and landed with a plump on the side of 
Brick’s head. With a little cry of pain, the boy fell forward. 
For a moment it looked as if he was going to drop from the 
tree, but fortunately he fell into a crotch where he hung 
limp and silent. 

For a moment Harry was too frightened to move. Then he 
called Brick’s name anxiously, but getting no reply, he turned 
pale and glanced about him. There was no one in sight, and 
the thought of cowardly flight took possession of him. He 
called once more, anxiously and fearfully, and then fled in 
mortal fear of the consequences of what he had done. 


CHAPTER TWO. 


HEN Harry’s stone glanced off the tree and hit him 

in the head, Brick saw stars for an instant and was 

genuinely alarmed and frightened. It unbalanced him, 
and to save himself he had dropped into the crotch of the 
tree. For a moment he hung there to recover his breath. 

Then, when Harry’s anxious voice reached him, the idea of 
pretending he was unconscious flashed through his mind. He 
continued to hang there like one dead, watching Harry 
through half-closed lids and chuckling inwardly at the other’s 
panic. 

When Harry finally ran out of the woods, so scared that 
he hardly dared glance back once, Brick laughed softly to 
himself. “Guess he’s ’most frightened out of his wits.” 

Releasing himself from his awkward position, he watched 
the road carefully, ready to jump back into the crotch the 
moment he saw Harry returning with help. Ten minutes 
passed, and no one appeared. Brick reasoned that the boy had 
had time to reach home and return. 

Fifteen minutes, and nothing happened! Twenty, twenty- 
five, thirty minutes passed. Then mingled anger and disgust 


drove every other thought from his mind. “The coward!” 
he hissed. ‘“ He’s run away to hide, leaving me up here for 
dead !” 


Thoroughly convinced that Harry had played the part of a 
sneak and coward, Brick climbed down the tree, stalked out of 
the woods, and made off in the direction of the Hollow. 

Halfway there he saw three town boys approaching from 
the opposite direction. Now Brick had a well-founded fear 
of the Pioneers Class, unless he had back of him an equal 
number from the Hollow. He stopped suddenly in his tracks 


and decided he preferred the woods again. 
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But Billy Ames, Bert Wood, and Rob Redford had already 
seen him. Now there were two boys in the Hollow who were 
the recognized leaders of the younger and older sets, Brick 
Gibson and Brian, his older brother. Rob planned to get hold 
of these two first, for the purpose of establishing friendly 
relationship. If their support could be won, the rest would 
be easy. 


Therefore, when Rob saw Brick vaulting the fence to re- 
enter the woods, he started forward on a run, calling, “ Brick! 
Hello, Brick! Wait a minute, I want to speak to you!” 

Had Rob been alone, Brick might have stopped and listened, 
but he was suspicious of the others. So instead of halting, 
he continued to run until he was at a safe distance in the 
woods, with a brook between him and his enemies. 


Then he faced around, and shouted, “I dare you to cross 
this brook! Yes, double dare you! I can lick any one 
of you alone, and you know it. If Brian was here, we'd lick 
the whole three of you.” 


“Perhaps you can, Brick,” replied Rob, smiling. “ But 
we’re not here to fight. We want to make friends with you 
and Brian.” 

Brick took this as a trick to lure him across the brook. “I 
wasn’t born yesterday, Rob Redford!” he shouted. 

“Brick, we’re playing fair. We don’t want to hurt you. 
We want to talk to you.” 

“Well, do your talking there. Don’t you come another step. 
If you do—” He stooped and picked up a handful of mud and 
began kneading it into a compact ball. The others under- 
stood his threat. 

“T sha’n’t cross the brook, unless you invite me, Brick. J 
want to ask you and Brian to call a truce between the two 
crowds. I’ve got something important to talk over with you. 
Will you ask your brother, with two others, to meet Bert, 
Billy, and myself, some day?” 

“What for? You want to spring a trap on us? I guess 
not. We'll meet you with the whole gang.” 


He flung the ball of soft mud squarely in his enemy’s face. 
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“No, this isn’t any trap, Brick. We'll meet you anywhere 
you appoint.” 

“Down in the Hollow?” asked Brick, grinning. 

Rob hesitated, for he knew he would be placing himself 
in the hands of the enemy if they decided to trick him; but 
he was game, and nodded his head. 

“All right,” smiled Brick. ‘“ We'll meet you in the River 
Cave below the Hollow. You know where that is?” 

Again Rob hesitated and frowned. The River Cave just 
below the Hollow was the reputed headquarters of Brian 
Gibson’s gang. It was a dark and gruesome place, and once 
trapped in it, one might be held and walloped to the satisfac- 
tion of the Hollow boys. 

“All right!” he said, gulping, “when can we meet you 
there?” 

“T don’t know,” replied Brick, surprised by the other’s 
ready agreement. “I'll have to speak to Brian about it.” 

With one eye still on the boys, Brick backed away in the 
woods, holding his mud ball ready for action. A sudden snap 
of a twig back of him made him whirl around. There, not a 
dozen yards away, creeping through the bushes and watch- 
ing him furtively, was his old enemy. 

It was by accident that Harry, after hiding himself in the 
woods, afraid to return home and face the consequences of 
his act, had stumbled upon the scene just at the moment of 
Brick’s leaving. At first he had been startled, and then great- 
ly relieved in mind. Instead of hanging up there in the oak 
tree, Brick was standing before him very much alive and as 
aggressive as ever. 

Harry’s first feeling of relief was soon replaced by a sense 
of having been deceived and made a fool of. The sight of 
Brick backing away from Rob and the others, convinced 
Harry that the opportunity had come for him to get even. 
With three of his friends within shouting distance, he had 
no fear of tackling the young scrapper from the Hollow. 

Just as Brick whirled around and caught sight of him 
skulking in the rear, Harry sprang forward and shouted, 
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“T’ll head him off, fellows! He can’t get away. Hurry up! 
Tl hold him!” 

If before, Brick had feared treachery, his suspicions were 
now turned to a certainty. He gave one glance over his 
shoulders and then charged straight for Harry. He knew 
there was little chance of escape if he engaged in a scrap with 
the boy who had treed him earlier in the day, for the others 
would come up and catch him. 

Rob, realizing that Harry was mixing things up badly, 
crossed the brook, followed closely by Billy and Bert. Brick 
was not unconscious of this, for he had kept a wary eye on 
the enemy in the rear, and when he saw them approaching he 
decided to bring matters to a climax. 

He stopped perfectly still, With both hands extended, 
Harry made a rush for him. Brick waited until he was with- 
in a few feet of him, and then with unerring aim, and with 
a swiftness that permitted no ducking, he flung the ball of 
soft mud squarely in his enemy’s face. Brick chuckled at 
his luck, and then shouted: 

“Better run home and tell. mamma to wash your face!” 
Then hearing the crash of steps behind, he faced the others. 
“Thought you’d corner me, didn’t you?” he jeered. “Got 
this mamma’s boy to creep up behind me.” 

“Harry’s spilt the beans all right,” said Billy, chuckling so 
that his fat sides shook. “Looks as if he’d fallen head first 
in a barrel of tar.” 

“ Say, Brick,” called Bert, “if you’ve got any more of those 
mud bullets up your sleeve, please drop them. Don’t shy 
them this way.” 

Brick in spite of his fear and doubts, grinned from ear to 
ear. He had expected to see the gang rush for him, and he 
was prepared for quick flight. Instead, they seemed to accept 
the affair as a joke, and were not a bit angry with him. 

“C-c-catch him!” spluttered Harry. ‘“ D-don’t let h-him get 
away! L-lick h-him f-for m-me, Rob!” 

“Why should I catch him or lick him, Harry?” was the 
unexpected reply. “You started the trouble. Why’d you 
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butt in and threaten him? If you hadn’t done that, he 
wouldn’t have plastered you with that mud ball. It’s unfor- 
tunate, Harry, but we can’t make things worse. We’re going 
to send Brick home with a message.” 

Swinging around he said to the other, “ Brick, it’s all right. 
Tell Brian that we'll meet him in the River Cave on Saturday. 
We'd like to have you come, too.” 

Considerably surprised and puzzled, Brick moved slowly 
away, backing sideways through the woods like a crab to keep 
facing the group of his old enemies. 


CHAPTER THREE. 


OB REDFORD immediately called a business meeting of 
the Pioneers Class to lay before the other members the 
peculiar circumstances that the incident in the woods 

had got him into. 

“You know,” he explained to the class, “ Mr. Richards, our 
teacher, was anxious that we make friends with the Hollow 
boys, and, if possible, get them to come to Sunday-school and 
organize a class of their own. Well, we’ve made a beginning. 
We've met Brick Gibson and arranged a meeting with him 
and his brother, Brian, for next Saturday morning in the 
River Cave.” 

“You're not going down there, are you?” interrupted Harry. 
“If you do, they'll make it hot for you. It’s just a trick to 
get a few of you in the cave; then the whole gang will pounce 
on you. I know Brick Gibson. He’s a sneaky little rascal, 
and—” 

“Hold on, Harry,” interrupted Billy. “ You shouldn’t be 
too hard on Brick because he threw that mud ball. If you 
hadn’t butted in there would have been no trouble. We 
weren’t chasing Brick.” 

“Every member is on his honor, you know, to carry out 
our plan. The next point of business is to appoint a com- 
mittee to meet the Hollow boys on Saturday. I said Billy, 
Bert, and myself would meet them, but you can appoint any 
one else in our places.” 

“T guess we'll let you go, Rob,” laughed Joe Whitman. “I 
don’t think any of us envy you the job.” 

The others nodded their heads. They had no particular de- 
sire to thrust their heads into the lion’s jaw. The ill-feelings 
between the boys from the Hollow and town had run high in 
the past, and it was not expected that these could be settled 


over night, 
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The meeting place of the boys living in the Hollow was a 
limestone cave facing the river, which they had fitted up with 
second-hand furniture. 

Not to be outdone by their neighbors, the town boys had 
constructed a small log cabin in the woods on the mountain: 
side back of Somersville, which they used for camp suppers 
and outings. 

When Saturday morning came, and the committee of three 
started out for the River Cave, they were not exactly hopeful 
or joyful. In fact, they were very serious and not a little dis- 
turbed. “If we get home without broken heads or black eyes, 
we'll be lucky,” remarked Billy, trying to force one of his al- 
most perpetual smiles. 

When the committee approached the Hollow, they turned 
to the left through the woods, skirting it to avoid any con- 
flict with stray members of the gang. By following the wood 
road, they could reach the cave without passing through the 
Hollow. 

It was Saturday, and all the schoolboys and many of those 
who worked part of the week would be free. Therefore, 
the three were not greatly surprised, when they came in sight 
of the cave entrance, to see three or four boys fishing near by. 
Billy drew in a deep breath and said, “ Well, here we are! 
There’s part of the crowd. I feel like ducking and running.” 

“No, we'll go on,” replied Rob resolutely. 

They descended the wood path until they came to the turn 
leading to the cave entrance. One of the boys saw them and 
set up the alarm. 

“Hi, fellows! Here they come!” In various attitudes of 
waiting they watched the town boys approach. 

A dead silence had fallen. No one spoke, and when Rob 
stepped in front of the entrance, he tried to force a pleasant 
smile to his lips. “ Hello!” he said in greeting. “Is Brian 
Gibson here?” 

“Sure! He’s waiting for you!” replied a dirty-faced boy, 
showing his teeth in a broad grin. “I'll call him.” 

He disappeared in the cave. The others stared at Rob. 


"Well. 


what do you want here?’’ 
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Billy, and Bert with insolent, challenging eyes. There were at 
least a dozen of them. Occasionally one glanced toward the 
woods, and finally one asked, ‘“ Where’s the rest of your 
gang? Hiding somewhere?” 

“No, we’re alone,” replied Rob. “ Nobody else is with us.” 

“Huh!” sniffed the boy. 

A few minutes later a tall, broad-shouldered young fellow 
emerged from the cave’s entrance, and stopped short when he 
saw his old enemies facing him. 

“How d’you do, Brian?” greeted Rob with dry lips. 

“All right,” replied the leader of the Hollow gang. Then 
a little surlily and defiantly, he added, “ Well, what do you 
want here?” 

“T hoped Brick had told you,” replied Rob. “ We wanted 
to get together and see if we couldn’t patch up our differences. 
What’s the use of our fighting each other and quarreling 
whenever we meet? Can’t we patch up a truce?” 

“Where’s the rest of your gang?” interrupted Brian, look- 
ing around. 

“They didn’t come with us. We’re alone.” 

“You expect me to believe that?” sneered Brian. 

Rob’s face flushed. “ Yes,’ he answered finally. “I’ve 
never told you a lie yet, Brian Gibson, and you know it. 
When I say a thing I mean it.” 


“So do I,” cut in the other. “Well, I'll answer you in a 
minute. Is Harry Scott one of your gang?” 
“Yes, Harry is.” 


“ And you set him on Brick the other day when he was up 
a tree? You know what happened, don’t you?” 
“T don’t know much about it. What happened?” 


“ Brick, come here!” shouted Brian, and when his brother 
appeared, he commanded, “ Tell them about it.” 


Brick’s face was almost as red as his hair, but he related 
the incident of his experience up the tree in a bold, defiant 
voice, closing with the words, “ And he thought he’d killed 
me or something, and he sneaked away, leaving me up the 
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tree. I wouldn’t have done that to a yellow dog. Sure, I 
wouldn’t !” 

When Brick had finished, Rob was silent, realizing that 
Harry’s interference had made their mission difficult if not 
impossible. 

“What you got to say about that?” demanded Brian, sud- 
denly. 

“Nothing, Brian, except that I didn’t know about it and 
that I’m mighty sorry it happened. MHarry’s a spoilt boy, I 
know, but I didn’t think he’d do such a thing. It must have 
been he was frightened out of his wits and didn’t have the 
courage to go and tell. I can’t explain it any other way.” 

Brian nodded his head. ‘ Now I’ll tell you what we'll do,” 
he said, breaking the silence. “I like your idea. I don’t 
fancy this fighting and quarreling all the time. We ought 
to be friends. You have a dandy baseball team, and we’ve 
got one here in the Hollow that we think can beat it. We'd 
like to try it anyway.” 

“Sure!” exclaimed Rob. “ We'll play you any time.” 

“Wait a minute,’ interrupted the other. “We can’t do it 
unless you put that little sneak off your team.” 

“Harry isn’t on our team.” 

“But he’s in your class. That’s just as bad. Chuck him 
out of it, and we'll meet you halfway. We won’t have any- 
thing to do with a chap like that. We wouldn’t have him in 
our gang.” 

“ But—but—” stammered Rob. ‘“ We—we must put up with 
Harry to—to—” . 

“Then there’s nothing doing. That ends it.” 

“But, Brian, we want to give him a chance. If we dropped 
him, we—we—well he belongs to our Sunday-school class, and 


“Well, if you have boys like that in Sunday-school, I’d hate 
to join. That’s all! I can’t do anything more. When you 
get ready to drop him, come back.” He waved a hand to 
end the interview and walked away, leaving Rob and his 
friends alone. : 
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CHAPTER FOUR. 


ARRY, you've ‘ queered’ the class; that’s about the size 
of it.” Rob spoke seriously but not unkindly. It was 
at the weekly meeting of the Pioneers Class, and the 

committee had just made their report about their experience 
with the Hollow boys. 

“T can resign,” promptly replied the culprit. “I would, 
anyway, if you had anything to do with that gang.” 

“All right!” drawled Billy. “ We'll accept your resigna- 
tion.” 

“No,” interrupted Rob, “we can’t do that. Harry’s a mem: 
ber, and we want him to stick. If he resigned now, they’d 
think we dropped him to please them. But”—turning to 
Harry—“ it’s up to you to help us out of this hole. If you 
apologized to Brick, or Brian—” 

“Huh!” snorted Harry. “I guess not! Apologize to 
them! Not on your life.” 

“An apology when you’re in the wrong,” stated Rob quiet- 
ly, “is nothing to be ashamed of. It’s the mark of a true 
sportsman. It’s only another word for ‘ fair play.’” 

“Huh! Some people never know how to play fair,” in- 
terrupted Joe Whitman. “Say, Harry, if Brick had died up 
that tree, where do you think you’d be now?” 

Harry turned white. He wanted to forget the incident, 
but the meeting had served to attract special attention to his 
part in it. He had been ashamed of his cowardly action every 
moment since, in a panic of fear, he had run and hid himself 
in the woods instead of hurrying home to get help. He had 
suffered terribly during the short time between deserting 
Brick and meeting him again in the woods, but he was too 
proud to show it. In his anxiety to appear unconcerned, he 
appeared more caddish than ever. 


“T guess I’m not wanted here,” he announced suddenly, ris- 
22 
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ing to his feet. “Til go!” No one attempted to restrain him, 
and the silence that followed as he walked across the room 
was torture to him. 

As the door closed behind the disturbing member, Billy re- 
marked, “He thought we’d ask him to stay. Well, for once 
he got left.” 

Rob, their president, frowned. “I don’t know that we did 
right to let him walk out. It’s hard to know how to treat him. 
At heart I believe he’s all right, but he’s spoilt. Anyway, it’s 
only fair to let him know what we think of his actions. In 
time it may sink in and help to reform him.” 

“ After all he’s only a kid,” said Billy Ames slowly. “ He’s 
the youngest in the class, isn’t he?” 

“Yes, he’s six months younger than I am,” replied Sid 
Wilson, “and I’m considered the baby of the class because of 
my size.” 

Harry Scott, after closing the door softly behind him, 
stopped a moment on the threshold, hoping that the boys 
would call him back. But instead of that he heard the brief 
conversation that followed his departure. His face burned, 
and his hands clinched. Slipping away, he walked home 
rapidly, his mind aflame with resentment. He would write 
out his resignation and send it by mail. 

That night Harry was restless. He couldn’t quite get out 
of his mind the words he had overheard. He knew he had 
never been very popular, but just now he felt that he was 
without a boy friend in the world. It made him miserable, 
but finally he fell asleep and did not rise until late in the 
morning. 

Feeling very forlorn and lonely, Harry walked through the 
woods in the direction of the mill pond, where on hot days 
the boys of the town, and sometimes those from the Hollow, 
met for paddling, swimming, and fishing. He had no particu- 
lar objective in mind, but simply followed a path that his feet 
had been accustomed to. 

Half-way to the swimming hole he came to a clearing where 
the old grist mill was located. It received its power from the 
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current of water that flowed through a long wooden chute or 
tunnel. As he reached the edge of the woods, he noticed a 
man, a stranger to him, who was helping himself to a lot of 
waste metal collected back of the mill. This junk consisted of 
quite valuable pieces of copper, brass, and iron. 

Harry watched the tramp, for such he seemed to be, poking 
around in the junk pile, filling a bag with choice pieces. While 
he watched, the man looked up, as if in alarm, then slipped 
into the bushes and disappeared. 

A moment later the one who had aroused the tramp’s fear 
appeared. It was Brick Gibson, who had dropped over a rail 
fence on his way to the swimming place. He stopped at the 
junk pile and kicked a few stray pieces of metal with his 
foot, but with no intention of stealing. 

A third figure suddenly loomed in sight around the corner 
of the mill. It was Mr. Beck, the miller, who upon seeing 
Brick in the act of kicking the junk, rushed to his side and 
grabbed him by the arm. Harry could hear the conversation 
that followed quite easily. “ You little thief!” cried the miller. 
“Where’s that coil of copper tubing I left here?” 

“T don’t know anything about it!” replied Brick. “I 
haven’t seen or touched it.” 

“Don’t you lie to me!” shouted the angry miller. “It was 
here fifteen minutes ago, and now it’s gone. Nobody’s been 
here, but you. Tell me where it is now, or I’ll have you ar- 
rested for stealing.” 

“ Please—please, Mr. Beck—” pleaded Brick, but to no pur- 
pose. The miller was thoroughly angry. There had been too 
many thefts around the mill, and the loss of the copper tubing 
had brought matters to a climax. 

Harry watched and listened in silence, unseen by either. 
Brick’s discomfiture at first brought a grin to his lips. The 
boy was getting what he deserved, and he was glad of it. 

Of course, Harry knew Brick hadn’t stolen the copper tub- 
ing. He had seen the unknown man take it and run away 
through the woods, but no one else had witnessed the theft. 
All he had to do was to withdraw and not let them see him. 
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“Oh, Mr. Beck,’’ he cried, 
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He was still gloating over Brick’s troubles, when suddenly 
Joe Whitman’s words came to him. “Some people never 
know how to ‘play fair.” Of course, Joe had meant him. 
Was it playing fair to let the miller punish Brick, when he 
knew the boy was innocent? Was it his conscience struggling 
for recognition? His face swiftly changed from scarlet to 
white. 

It was a severe struggle, but Harry conquered. Running ° 
swiftly across the space between, he reached the side of the 
couple. “Oh, Mr. Beck,” he cried, “it wasn’t—wasn’t Brick! 
It was a tramp! I saw him steal the copper and run away in 
the bushes. I was about to call you when Brick appeared, and 
then you!” 

The miller stopped and stared at Harry. He knew Mrs. 
Scott quite well, and was not inclined to doubt her boy’s 
words. “You saw a tramp steal the copper tubing?” he 
stammered. 

“Yes, sir, I was resting over there in the woods when I 
saw him. I didn’t think anything about it at first. I didn’t 
know what he was doing, or I should have called you. Then 
he heard Brick coming and ran away.” 

“What sort of a tramp was he?” 

Harry described the man as well as he could, and at the 
end the miller nodded, “I know him. I saw him sneaking 
around before. I'll put the constable on his trail.” 

Then, turning to Brick, and releasing his hold of the coat 
collar, he said, “ Well, I guess I made a mistake this time, my 
boy. I’m sorry I accused you, as you were innocent. I 
apologize.” 

Brick’s relief was great. He stared from one to the other, 
and then quietly slipped away. 

With his mind in a daze, Harry began to retrace his steps 
through the woods when he felt something tugging at his 
coat. Turning around he saw Brick pulling at it. 

“ Say, that was white of you,” the boy exclaimed. “I didn’t 
think it of you. I—I—say, let’s forget the other day. I 
guess you were so frightened when I played dead up the tree 
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that—that you didn’t know what you did. I’d—Id feel so if 
I’d hit somebody by accident—” 

“Tt wasn’t an accident!” blurted out Harry. “I tried to 
hit you.” 

“Sure! But not in the head. You surely did make me 
dance on that limb!” 

Harry could not resist the grin on the dirty face, and before 
he realized it he was Smiling, too. 

“You going through the woods?” Brick continued. ‘“ Well, 
I'll go a piece with you. I was bound that way.” 

Harry nodded his head, and together they entered the wood 
path and disappeared down it, talking in short, jerky sentences 
at first, and then more easily and companionably. Once or 
twice they joined in laughing at something that struck them 
as funny, 
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CHAPTER FIVE. 
To event that the Pioneers Class looked forward to 


was the camp-fire roast on the side of the mountain. 

It was to be purely informal. Each boy was assigned 

some of the provisions or articles necessary for cooking. But 

otherwise he was at liberty to do as he liked in the way of 
entertainment. 

Playing the cornet was Harry’s particular accomplishment. 
No one questioned his ability in this respect. 

“Yes, Harry,” assured Rob Redford, smiling, “we're de- 
pending upon you to play some tunes that will enliven things. 
We'll leave the selections all to you. You generally give us 
variety and novelty.” 

These words of praise acted like salve upon Harry’s wound- 
ed feelings. When the meeting came to an end, he walked 
home humming a tune. 

The following morning Harry took his cornet under his 
arm and disappeared in the woods. ‘Two miles into the heart 
of the woods, seated on a rock, he played one selection after 
another. 

Suddenly the bushes parted, and Brick Gibson appeared. 
“Say, Harry!” the boy from the Hollow exclaimed, “ you can 
play some. I’ve been listening to you for half an hour. I 
got an old cracked cornet home that I play sometimes, but 
it isn’t like that one. That’s a ‘corker.’” 

“You play the cornet?” inquired Harry in surprise. 

“Yep! Used to play it for the gang until it cracked and 
squeaked like a rooster with a sore throat.” 

“Let me hear you play,” interrupted Harry, handing his 
cornet to the boy. 

With trembling, eager hands, Brick took the instrument, 


and put it to his lips. Harry listened in silence, watching him 
28 
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closely.‘ Where’d you learn, Brick?” he asked when the 
other stopped. 

“Picked it up!” 

“Never had any teacher?” 

“Teacher? No! How’d I pay for one?” 

Harry did not reply, but sat very still for a few moments. 
Then suddenly his eyes lighted up. “Say, I’ve got an idea! 
Would you come out here and practice every day for the next 
week if I got you another cornet? Listen!” And then he 
outlined an ingenious plan for mystifying the Pioneers. “ It 
must be a secret between us. If you'll do it, I'll give you the 
cornet. It’s my old one, but it’s in good condition, and—” 

“You don’t have to bribe me, Harry,” interrupted the other. 
“Td do it just for the fun. We'd surprise the class. I wish 
Brian and the Hollow boys could be there, too.” 

“That would never do. You mustn’t let them know any- 
thing about it. It must remain a dead secret. That will be 
the fun of it.” 

“Sure! I understand.” 

“ All right! Come tomorrow. I'll have the other cornet for 
you, but you mustn’t take it home until after that night.” 

Thereafter followed one of the strangest duets on record. 
For six days the heart of the woods trembled and vibrated 
with the sweet notes of music. But the two boys kept their 
secret closely to themselves. 

On the afternoon of the camp roast, no one appeared more 
eager and enthusiastic to start on the hike to the mountain 
side than Harry. He was so companionable and obliging that 
Billy Ames cast a side glance at Rob, and said, “ What’s eat- 
ing the boy? I never saw him so—so—natural. He’s improv- 
ing.” 

“T’ve noticed it,’ whispered Rob. “I always said he’d de- 
velop. I believe the class will reform him yet. A chap Lke 
that needs work to do for others, and he’s crazy to show off 
his musical talent.” 

It was nearly dark when, with appetites satisfied, the boys 
lolled around the camp fire in attitudes of lazy comfort. 
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“Say, Harry,” called Joe, “give us a few solos now before 
we have to pack up and return.” 

“Yes, yes, pipe her up!” shouted several. 

Harry nodded and picked up his cornet. He gave a few 
preliminary toots, as if trying-out his instrument, but they had 
a regular, rhythmic sound as if intended for a signal. 

Then placing his lips to the cornet, he began the first stanza 
of ‘Home Sweet Home.” The strains of the music vibrated 
and echoed across the valley with wonderful sweetness, hush- 
ing the whisperers and bringing every one to instant atten- 
tion. Then when he came to the refrain he stopped, remov- 
ing the cornet from his lips. They looked at him in surprise, 
but a moment later they turned from him to a hill opposite. 

Off in the distance an echo of Harry’s instrument, or an- 
other cornet played by an unknown person, had taken up the 
refrain. It was just far enough away to give the impression 
of an echo. But Harry was waiting and listening with the 
others, his cornet away from his lips. 

Then as the refrain came to an end, he replaced his cornet, 
and at the proper moment began the second verse. 

“ Say!—” gasped Billy in surprise. 

“ Sh-h-h!” -cautioned Rob, placing a hand over his lips. 

Harry’s musical surprise was complete, and it pleased every 
one. They didn’t want it interrupted. In the witching light 
it had an appeal that none could resist. The whole song was 
brought to a finish, and the unknown cornetist was playing the 
last bars of the refrain when an unexpected and startling 
thing happened. 


Up the mountain trail came voices and the sound of rolling 
stones. Some of the boys leaped to their feet in alarm, but 
Billy quieted them. 


“What is it, Harry?” whispered Rob. “ Anything gone 
wrong ?” 

There was no time for reply, for out of the bushes burst 
a crowd of threatening forms. They strode straight toward 
the fire until their faces were visible. 


“You can play some. 


I’ve been listening.”’ 
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“The Hollow gang!” whispered Joe. “What do they 
want ?” 

Every member of the Pioneers Class was on his feet when 
Brian Gibson, leading his gang, came into the full glare of 
the camp fire. He glanced angrily around a moment, and 
then in an ugly defiant voice, asked, “ What’s this? A cele- 
bration!” 

There was a sneer in his voice. Backed up by the whole 
gang from the Hollow, he advanced until he stood face to 
face with Rob, who answered in a voice that trembled a little: 
“Yes, Brian, it’s a musical celebration and a camp roast. 
Why ?” 

“Why? Well, I’d like to know what you’ve done with my 
brother. Where’s Brick?” 

“ Why—er—we don’t know, 
here. We haven’t seen him.” 

“You haven't!” snapped Brian. “ You don’t know where 
he is?” He thrust his face into Rob’s, and then after a pause, 
added, “ Well, maybe you don’t. But there are others that 
do. Brick hasn’t been home all day, and when night came and 
nobody had seen him we—we—” 

“You thought we had him?” asked Rob, interrupting. 
“You thought we’d kidnapped him, and had him up here?” 

“Well, not you maybe, but that—that little sneak that tried 
to stone him knows.” 

Brian crossed the circle of light and caught Harry by the 
collar. ‘ Now vou tell me where Brick is.” 

Pale and frightened, Harry tried to draw back, but his tor- 
mentor tightened his grip and began shaking him. 

“You needn’t lie about it,” continued Brian. ‘“ You were 
seen following him through the woods this afternoon. 
‘Sinker,’ here, saw you. Isn’t that so, ‘ Sinker’ ?” 

“Sure I did,” replied one of the Hollow boys, stepping for- 
ward. “ He was following Brick, sneaking after him, and he 
had something in his hands. I couldn’t make out what it was, 
but—” 

“ Now then,” interrupted Brian, turning to Harry, “ where 


” 


stammered Rob. “ He’s not 
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is Brick? What did you do to him? Out with it quick.” 

“Wait, Brian,” commanded Rob. “If he knows where your 
brother is, he’ll tell. Harry,” he added, turning to the white- 
faced musician, “do you know where Brick is?” 

“Yes,” came from the dry lips. 

“Then tell Brian.” 

“T—I don’t want to,” was the siammering reply. Then, with 
a flash of his old-time insolence and pride, he added, “ And 
I won’t! You can’t make me!” 


’ 


CHAPTER SIX. 


OU won't tell!” growled Brian in a low, angry voice, 
when he could recover from his astonishment. “ You 
know where my brother is, but won’t tell. Then—” 
He raised a hand as if to strike, but Rob intervened once 
more. “ Wait, Brian!” he warned. ‘“ Let me speak to Harry 
again.” 
The other nodded and lowered his right arm, and Rob 
turned to the white-faced boy, who stood pale and defiant, 
still clutching his cornet in one hand. 


“Harry,” began Rob, “why won’t you tell? Has anything 
happened to Brick? Have you—have you hurt him? Why 
won't you tell his brother where he is?” 


“Because I promised to keep it a secret. Brick promised, 
too. We—we—” Suddenly the speaker’s eyes lighted up 
with a new idea. “I won’t break my promise,” he continued 
eagerly. “I won't tell a thing. But listen!” 


To the surprise of all, he put the cornet to his lips and 
blew a few notes that none of them recognized. When he 
stopped, an echo came out of the darkness in answer. Then 
he began playing a martial tune, stopping on the second bar, 
while the unknown cornetist took it up where he left off. 

Brian Gibson suddenly cut in with a laugh. ‘“ That’s Brick! 
I know his playing. But it isn’t his old cracked cornet, not 
unless it’s been mended.” 

Then Harry laughed, and retorted, “ Well, you’ve spoiled 
our secret by butting in. Brick will be mad. Maybe he won’t 
come for me.” 

Raising his voice, he shouted: “ Brick! Brick, come on over! 
The game’s up! They all know it’s you, Brick!” 

There was a toot from the cornet in the distance, and then 


another silence, followed by the crashing of bushes as some 
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one ran through them. A moment later Brick dashed into 
the circle of light, holding a cornet in his hand. 

“Say, Brian,” he cried, “ what'd you butt in for to spoil 
the fun! Harry and I wanted to keep the secret to ourselves. 
Now everybody knows it.” 

“But, boy,” stammered his brother, “we were worried 
about you. You haven’t been home all day, and Sinker saw 
Harry trailing you in the woods, holding something in his 
hand that—” 

Brick laughed. “Oh, Sinker’s cross-eyed!” he interrupted. 
“Harry was following me, not trailing me. We were off in 
the woods to rehearse, and if Sinker could see straight, he'd 
know it was a cornet Harry was carrying in his hand.” 

“T thought you two were enemies,” Brian managed to get 
out finally. 

“Oh, that was before Harry got me out of trouble with 
Mr. Beck,” chuckled Brick. “If he hadn’t played fair, I 
guess I’d have been arrested, and—” 

“Tell us about it, Brick,” interrupted Rob, eagerly. 

“Didn’t Harry tell you? Well, it’s just like him. Guess he 
was too proud. Then [ll tell.” 

Brick related the incident with telling effect, omitting noth- 
ing that would place his new friend in a favorable light. When 
he was through, he added, “Then Harry got an idea we 
could play a trick on all of you. He let me have his old 
cornet, and we went out in the woods to practice every day.” 

Brian now turned to the one he had but recently been 
shaking and threatening. “Say, I owe you an apology,” he 
offered, extending a hand. ‘ Will you shake and forget ail 
I said? I didn’t know. I—well, a friend of Brick’s is always 
a friend of mine. What do you say, Harry?” 

Harry drew back a step. ‘“ Why—why—I’d—like to be 
friends; but first I want Brick and—and all you fellows to 
know how rotten I feel about that day in the woods. It 
was a cowardly th—” But he got no further. Brian came 
forward with outstretched hand. “Forget it, Kid. Let’s 
shake,’ he said and swinging around to the Hollow gang, 
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he added, “ You want to shake hands with him, fellows, every 
one of you. He’s all right!” 

One after another the boys from the Hollow stepped up 
and shook Harry’s hand heartily. 

When the last one had had his turn, Rob was at Harry’s 
side. “Boy, we’re proud of you,” he whispered. “Now 
it’s our turn.” 

And once more the amazed boy had to go through the or- 
deal of shaking a dozen and more hands, but this time they 
were old time friends that stepped up and not his former ene- 
mies. 

Rob raised a hand to command silence, and then said, 
“Wait! We still have a lot of good things to eat left. We 
were groaning about carrying them home. Now we wont 
have to. The Pioneers Class is going to serve refreshments 
to their guests. Every one get busy.” 

There was a great unpacking of bundles and a scurrying 
around for more firewood to replenish the camp fire. In a 
very short time the boys from the Hollow were eating what 
was left of the feast. Toward the end, when Brick assured 
them that he was full up to the neck, he and Harry took out 
their cornets and once more began playing selections. 

Unnoticed, Brian and Rob drew to one side and began an 
earnest conversation. They kept it up until the musical pro- 
gram was finished. Then Rob took a position right in front 
of the double row of boys, and raising a hand for silence said: 

“Tt’s about time we returned. It’s later than we expected 
to stay. But I want to say a few words, and so does Brian. 
We've been talking over something that will interest all of 
you.” 

Attentive ears waited for him to proceed. 

“You know we belong to a Sunday-school class called the 
Pioneers. We have our president, secretary, and treasurer, 
just like a club. We meet every Sunday to discuss lessons, 
and have a business meeting once a week. Between times we 
plan all sorts of entertainments. This feast is one of them. 
You know how successful it’s been.” 


He raised a hand as if to strike, but Rob intervened. 
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Heads nodded and voices cried, “Sure! It’s a dandy! 
Hope you'll invite us to another one.” 

“We're going to,” smiled Rob. “But we want you to 
have your entertainments, too, your baseball team, football 
team, and basket ball team so we can play against you. We 
can beat the teams of all the other classes in the Sunday- 
school, and we’re looking for fresh laurels. We want to try 
it out with the Hollow teams.” 

“Sure, we'll play you!” shouted one. “ We got the best 
baseball team—” 

“Yes, I know that, but we want you to do more than that. 
We want you to visit our Sunday-school and see if you don’t 
like it well enough to organize a class of your own. Then 
we can—can—” 

There was no hearty response this time, and when Rob’s 
voice faltered, Brian stepped up. 

“See here, fellows,” he said, “I’ve promised Rob we'd 
come around next Sunday in a body, not to join, but to look 
things over, and if they’re what he says they are, I’ll be the 
first to join. What d’you say?” 

“We're with you, Brian! Yes, we'll join if you do.” 

“All right! Then this meeting is dismissed until next 
Sunday morning.” 

The noisy procession down the mountain wood path, and 
its subsequent invasion of the outskirts of the town before 
the two groups separated, caused more than one householder 
to frown, and say, “ Those two gangs of boys are having an- 
other fight. Something ought to be done to stop their quar- 
reling. It’s a disgrace to the town.” 

Perhaps one of the most surprised persons in the world 
the following Sunday morning was Mr. Richards, the teacher 
of the Pioneers Class, unless it was the hard-working pastor 
when more than a dozen boys from the Hollow, with clean 
hands and faces, trooped into the Sunday-school room. Rob 
whispered a word into Mr. Richards’ ear, and the teacher, 
backed by his class, turned to give a royal welcome to the 
strangers. 
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At the close of the services Brian Gibson came up and said, 
“Can we choose the name of our class, or—” 

“Certainly!” replied Rob quickly. “ You can vote on it to 
suit yourselves.” 

“Well, we have,” nodded Brian. “ We talked it over, and 
thought we’d call it ‘Champions.’” 

Rob laughed. “ That’s a good one, but you’ll have to hustle 
to make good. Of course, it means a challenge.” 

“ Sure!” 

When the Hollow boys had trooped out, Mr. Richards 
caught Rob’s hand, and exclaimed, “I don’t see how you did 
it, Rob. It was wonderful, and you—you—” 

“Oh, you must give a lot of the credit to Harry here. He 
broke the ice. He played fair and won out.’” 

“Harry!” exclaimed the teacher in surprise. Then recover- 
ing himself, he shook hands with the boy who had been re- 
formed, and murmured, “ This is the greatest moment of my 
life, Harry. I’m proud of you!” 

“So’s the whole class!” added Rob. 

“We sure are!” chimed in Billy. 

On his way home Harry seemed to tread on air. He had 
found that one act of goodness and unselfishness had brought 
a whole train of pleasant things in its wake. His lips were 
unconsciously humming a tune when he walked in his home. 
His mother listened to it, and smiled. 

THe Enp. 


